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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)

      

    


For all John's genius, he had overlooked a simple clue. And the mystery would kill him if he didn't solve it.

The discovery was a freak chance crossover between scammer business plans and half a dozen statistical anomalies. Completely unexpected. Accidental.

And led to a vast conspiracy hidden in plain sight. Or so he thought.

It took one of his spirit guides to make sense of it for him. By taking him on a tour through time and space so he could see for himself.

Her mission: to change him forever, and cure the mistake his mind had created. One that was driving him insane.

Because his mind was the most potent weapon they had. If aimed at the wrong target, it would destroy itself. She had this one chance to save him...
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AS FAR AS GHOSTS GO, this wasn't anything particularly out of the ordinary. An Elizabethan-era countess called Sylvia. She had some tricks and quirks to work through, but those were simple to solve.

Sudden flames, pieces of the building and furniture being thrown about, mysterious voices sounding from thin air – the usual.

Harpy, Rose, and Tom had all come and done most of the work. Pretty well, actually. And Tom had "Sylvia" all ready to go until she figured out that he was just another spirit guide. And then put all that mess back in play. 

So Sal and Jude then "spirited" me in right in front of her inside a force shield that protected me from any off the fire and building parts she could throw at me. At that point, Sylvia knew the game was up.  No human in their right mind would stand in front of a ghost who could throw fireballs and collapse buildings on top of them both. No human that she had ever met could just keep smiling and ask her for her life story all over again, like that was all he had to do on a nice sunny afternoon. 

Not that England had all that many of these, particularly in her time. All that coal burning made the sun a bit dim. Like the West Coast Amerindians in what later became Los Angeles, Londoners had smog long before it was called that - and their version was a lot worse than the current version.

I do get carried away on describing these adventures we have. The writer in me. 

I did enjoy all this, and so the smile I always had for ghost hunting. Because solving each mystery was always a rush. 

This ghost “Sylvia” saw her light at last, and walked into it, leaving thick dust and smoking embers in the wooden beams of house remains, torn down where this ghost had stood for her final exit.

With her disappearance, smiles showed on all our Ghost Hunter faces.

Sal and Jude and I were mostly there for this final exam. Harpy, Rose, and Tom were top of their class and this was their final assignment. No, we didn't really expect this team to get as far as they did, and so they all got top marks. And that meant they would soon be on a search for their own human detective to work them them. Ben and Granger would start lining up interviews for them, and their field training would continue.

Harpy came over and literally swept me off my feet with a strong hug and her stronger wings. I never thought that she could kiss and fly at the same time, but I found out soon enough.

When she finally returned me to earth, I was flushed from several emotions. Sal and Jude weren't all that impressed with the display, but Harpy had just graduated, so there weren't any demerits they could throw at her. 

Rose and Tom were in each other's arms already, so they just smiled. Harpy was beaming ear to ear, and made that more visible by tucking in her wings, disappearing them into her specially-tailored jacket pleats. 

Sal and Jude's smiles returned as soon as they got on each side of me and each had an arm around my waist. 

"Time for the graduation party!" I announced. Cheers all around, even among the dust settling and beams smoldering, and other leftovers from the ghost's theatrics.

At that, we all phased out and returned to the library, shimmering as usual.
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ALL THE GUIDES HAD changed their outfits on the way, the girls into evening gowns, which I really shouldn't have been surprised with. Sal in a white sequined gown, open back with a high collar. Jude was all in black silk, and I still don't know how it stayed on her with all those long slits up the sides and down the front and back. Harpy wore a modified naval officer's long formal dress in a deep blue, under a matching jacket with small epaulets, with a gold crown topping off her tightly coiffed black hair. Tom was in a tux, and Rose wore a prom dress of beige satin, complete with a corsage that was complimented by Tom's boutonnière.

The library itself had been expanded with a second mission-style couch opposite the first, the coffee table had been doubled in width so that the two matching chairs now became four and were placed at each end of the coffee table.
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